THE SECOND AFTERNOON

though it were something that had happened in a fairy-
tale,

" Where were you given it ?    In England ? "

"No, no.   In Constantinople."

44 Who by ? "

She hesitated.

" By a gentleman/' she replied at last. " Somebody.
Yes, a gentleman."

The word seemed to have a reassuring effect on her.
She repeated it under her breath several times.

" I see/' said Waterlow meditatively. " A gentle-
man. Of course. I know it's a long time ago to
remember, but how did it happen ? "

" I do not know how it must happen. He has
given it to me, so." She offered the gift of a passport
with her long white hand to show how it had been
made.

" I don't understand, I'm afraid. Did he accost you in
the street ? "

She flushed indignantly.

" No, please.   I am not that kind of a girl."

He leaned over and patted her hand.

" No, no, of course not I was not suggesting that.
But this gentleman ? Was he a friend of yours ? "

" No, he was not a friend."

" Did you ask him for the passport, or did he just offer
it to you as a sort of Valentine ? "

She was now quite bewildered.

" Please ? I am not understanding very well what
you say."

" You don't understand what a Valentine is ? You
are English, aren't you ? "